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who are in the same condition. Why? Perhaps we are suffer-
ing from the illness of France; here in Paris, where her heart
beats, people feel better than at her extremities, in the
provinces.

I assure you that every one now is suffering with some incom-
prehensible trouble. Our friend Renan is one of the most
desperate, and Prince Napoleon feels exactly the way he dot's.
But they have strong nerves. But, as for me, I am attacked
by a well defined melancholia. I should be resigned to it, and
I am not.

I work all the more, so as not to think about myself. But
since I have undertaken a book that has absurd difficulties in
its execution, the feeling of my powerlessness adds to my
chagrin.

Don't tell me again that imbecility is sacred like childhood,
for imbecility contains no germ. Let me believe that the dead do
not "search any more," and that they are at rest. We an*
sufficiently tormented on earth to be at rest when we are beneath
it! Ah! How I envy you, how I long to have your serenity!
To say nothing of the rest! and your two dear little
whom I embrace as tenderly as I do- you.
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You are distressed, you are discouraged, you distress me too*
That is all right, I would rather have you complain than keep
silent, dear friend. And I don't want you to stop writing to
me.

I also have great and frequent sorrows. My old friends arc*
dying before I do. One of the dearest, the one who brought up
Maurice and whom I was expecting to help me to bring up my
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